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them, playing at dominoes, acceded to the manufacturer's sug-
gestion.
The two men walked rapidly down Chilkwell Street, past the
Vicarage Gate, past Miss Drew's gate, past the Tithe Barn, from
which the symbolic creatures of Matthew, Mark, Luke and John
regarded them without an eyelid's flicker, past St. Michael's Inn,
where Mad Bet made silent faces at them, past Chalice Well
where the red water gurgled at them in disregarded neglect, till
they came to Tor Field. The gate was open and they went in.
It was just like the field of any ordinary Fair, this place tonight,
with sail-cloth barriers pegged firmly into the earth and a con-
fusion of lively voices reaching them through the warm twilight.
They skirted the barrier and standing behind a crowd of casual
intruders, whom the Players had no authority to exclude, they
surveyed, with the distasting wonder of grown-up people in the
presence of childish nonsense, the bewildering chaos of the un-
usual scene.
Mr. Stilly opened his mouth twice to utter some suitable com-
ment before he had the courage to speak. Then he said: "It makes
one think of what one reads about America."
"What do you mean?" asked Philip. This natural but not
very kind question disturbed the play of Mr. Stilly's already
agitated intelligence.
"They perform . . . performances ... a good deal . . .
don't they ... in the ... open air?" muttered the cashier of
the bank.
"Do they?" said the other, laconically. "I was never there."
Mr. Stilly murmured something about Indians and sank into
nervous silence. To be standing at this hour with the owner of
the Glastonbury Dye-Works and in the presence of such an un-
usual scene was too much for him. He hoped that his parents
had not yet noticed the length of his absence.
It was apparent that it would not be for lack of varied and
fantastic costumes or of contradictory and vehement directions,
or of excitable crowds of emotional young people, that the
Geard Pageant would fail, if it did fail. Philip glared at it all
with a cold, pinched disdain from beneath his cloth cap. There
shot forth into the hurly-burly of that motley assembly, from